CHAPTEK XVII

BAALZEBUB'S BANQUET.

THE next day there were three cholera cases : the day
after there were thirteen.

He had come at last, Baalzebub, God of flies, and
of what flies are bred from; to visit his self-blinded
worshippers, and bestow on them his own Cross of
the Legion of Dishonour. He had come suddenly,
capriciously, sportively, as he sometimes comes; as
he had come to Newcastle the summer before, while
yet the rest of England was untouched. He had
wandered all but harmless about the West country
that summer; as if his maw had been full glutted
five years before, when he sat for many a week upon
the Dartmoor hills, amid the dull brown haze, and
sun-burnt bents, and dried-up watercourses of white
dusty granite, looking far and wide over the plague-
struck land, and listening to the dead-bell booming
all day long in Tavistock churchyard. But he was
come at last, with appetite more fierce than ever, and
had darted aside to seize on Aberalva, and not to let
it go till he had sucked his fill.

And all men moved about the streets slowly, fear-